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UNDERSHAFT. Suppose you stop talking and make up your
mind, my young friend.

CUSINS. But you are driving me against my nature. I
hate war.

UNDERSHAFT. Hatred is the coward's revenge for being
intimidated. Dare you make war on war? Here are the
means: my rriend Mr Lomax is sitting on them.

^OMAX [springing up] Oh I say ! You dont mean that this
thing is loaded, do you? My ownest: come off it.

SARAH [sitting placidly on the shell] If I am to be blown
up, the more thoroughly it is done the better. Dont fuss,
Cholly.

LOMAX [to Undershaft, strongly remonstrant] Your own
daughter, you know.

UNDERSHAFT. So I see. [To Cusins] Well, my friend,
may we expect you here at six tomorrow morning?

CUSINS [firmly] Not on any account. I will see the whole
establishment blown up with its own dynamite before I
will get up at five. My hours are healthy, rational hours :
eleven to five.

UNDERSHAFT. Come when you please : before a week you
will come at six and stay until I turn you out for the sake
of your health. [Calling] Bilton! [He turns to Lady Brito-
mart^ who rises]. My dear: let us leave these two young
people to themselves for a moment. [Bilton comes from
the shed]. I am going to take you through the gun cotton
shed.

BILTON [barring the way] You cant take anything ex-
plosive in here, sir.

LADY BRITOMART. What do you mean ? Are you alluding
to rne?

EILTON [unmoved] No, maam. Mr Undershaft has the
-^ther gentleman's matches in his pocket.

LADY BRITOMART [abruptly] Oh! I beg your pardon. [She
goes into the shed].

UNDERSHAFT. Quite right, Bilton, quite right: here
you are. [He gives Bilton the box of matches]. Come,